464                    IN WAR  TIME

our throats all the same) to every-day talk; but
the every day of the war time was a sublimated
life in itself, a grand epoch to have lived in, and
taken part in.

Injustice roused Mr. Whittier's suppressed
combativeness. Now, here before him, was the
great injustice to the true feeling of the North,
and to the patient, hopeless slaves ; and to the fine
young man who had made the Balaklava charge
at Springfield. In Zagonyi he saw how the trust
of foreign lovers of freedom had been used, then
scorned. But he saw, too, beyond it all the inevi-
table fall of the girdled Upas-tree, and he knew
that time at last sifts out the truth. And Truth
can wait.

There was a convention of some kind in the
town, and Whittier confessed he had escaped into
his pear orchard when he saw us'turning in at the
gate. But for the gentle niece we should both
have lost a treasured memory; she quickly sepa-
rated us from the convention idea. We only left
on the latest daylight train, and the following let-
ter shows how Mr. Whittier, too, found it a day
to remember. It was written October 24, 1863 :

" It was very thoughtful on thy part to inform
me of thy unexpected Hegira southward. I would
[have been glad] to see thee and the general in
your own quiet ' Anchorage,' but am not certain
that I should have been well enough to do so.
But I must thank thee heartily for thy little visit
at oar home. We have in some sort known and
loved thee and thine for a long time, and seeing
thee has confirmed our impressions. It was one